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His ashes undistinguished lie,

His place, his power, his memory die:

His groans the lonely caverns fill,                         35

His tears of rage impel the rill;

All mourn tfee Minstrel's harp unstrung,

Their name unknown, their praise unsung.

III.

Scarcely the hot assault was staid,

The terms of truce were scarcely made,                40

When they could spy, from Branksome's tcwers,

The advancing march of martial powers.

Thick clouds of dust afar appear'd,

And trampling steeds were faintly heard;

Bright spears above the columns dun,                   45

Glanced momentary to the sun;

And feudal banners fair display'd

The bands that moved to Branksome's aid.

IV.

Vails not to tell each hard'y clan,

From the fair Middle Marches came ;               50

The Bloody Heart blazed in the van,

Announcing Douglas, dreaded name!
Vails not to tell what steeds did spurn,
Where the Seven Spears of Wedderburne

Their men in battle-order set;                           55

And Swinton laid the lance in rest,
That tamed of yore the sparkling crest

Of Clarence's Plantagenet.
Nor list I say what hundreds more,
From the rich Merse and Lammermore,               60

And Tweed's fair borders to the war,
Beneath the crest of Old Dunbar,

And Hepburn's mingled banners come,
Deep the steep mountain glittering far,

And shouting still, 'A Home! a Home!'         65